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know, that there is a new chancellor, who is
old, but whose morals are not. A lawyer
named Stevens sent his clerk with a card to
the chancellor. The clerk is told that my
lord has no house in London, but that he
comes often from the country to a house on
Oxford Terrace. The clerk goes there and
asks for my lord. '' He is not here." " Do
you think he will return for dinner ? " " No,
but to sleep, certainly. He sleeps here
every Monday." The clerk leaves the let-
ter, and Stevens is astonished because the
chancellor makes faces at him. The truth
is that my lord has in that house a clandes-
tine acquaintance.

I have been in London since Thursday
and have not had a moment of rest. I run
from morning until night. I am invited to
dinner every day and to concerts and balls
in the evening. I went yesterday to a con-
cert at the Marquis of Lansdowne's. There
was not one pretty woman present, which is
remarkable; but all of them were dressed as
if the greatest dressmaker had made their
gowns. I never saw such hair-dress. One
old woman wore a crown of diamondsall diamonds and emeralds. I never Foreign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